KONIG OTTOKAES GLUCK TJKTD END!     149

Queen.

Silence I tell thee, not another word!
The silly child would fain believe it hers!

(She rises.)

Oh, would I were away, away from here,

In Hungary, my home and that of mine,

Where I might live my life, and roam at will!

There let me he, by deep desire recalled.

My aged parent there obeyed my wish,

The princes bowed, and all their retinue,

Whatever was man in that unbounded realm,

And in his veins had passion, courage, fire.

But no! they called me to their distant Prague;

A king, they said, ruled o'er them and their land,

In manly strength chained to an older spouse,

Who thirsted for a consort fiery like himself,

Eor equal courage in a heaving breast.

I come, and find a gray-beard, yes a dotard,

For are not mixed with gray his beard and hair?

They say his wars have dyed them.   What of that?

Is he not moody like an aged man,

Insistent on his right and quarrelsome?   By God,

Not to be silent and obey I came.

Let others flatter, beg and lick the dust,

Their blood is sluggish, and their hearts are cold.

This Kosenberg alone, were he in Hungary,

Would proudly under God's free heaven stand,

Like him, the daring leader of our race,

Whom he resembles in his mien and frame,

The best of Hungary's heroic men;

Yet unlike him who fearless rushed to deeds,

In his endeavor straight and straight in all he did.

With stealthy step the coward Czech proceeds,

And lowly trails his manhood in the dust.

(Sound of trumpets.')

What sounds are these ?o Kunigunde)and stands revealed a beautiful woman.
